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A m CHILLER
RED LETTER DAY

by Gardner F. Fox

HE envelope came first, brought by the mail-

man. It bore a stamp and the familiar seal of
the local post office. After the‘envelope—came
death!

Karen Larsen crumpled to the floor of her
big desert home when she saw it. In the upper
left-hand corner were the words: Death, Inc,
and beneath them, thé¢ odd imprint of the
weird skullface with the hollow, haunting
eyesockets. A shaft of sunlight played across
it, touched the quivering mouth of the fright-
ened girl, shadowed the sahuaro cactus in the
tiled courtyard.

Lee San. her Chinese cook, came running
on padded feet “Missy sick? Me help Missy
her room?” s

“No, Lee. Just tell Edouard to get the car
out. I'm going into town—to the F.B.L.!"

L % #*

Special agent Jim Fallon was at Karen Lar-
sen’s side that night as she reentered the patio
of the sprawling desert hacienda. A big yel-
low moon flooded the splashing waters of the
statued fountain, In the distance a horse whin-
nied. A lizard slithered over tile,

“One hour to go,” the girl whispered. “One
hour . . . before I die!”

“Miss Larsen. you will not die. I promise
you that!”

She whirled on him. The moonbeams fell
on her quivering lips, on the red-nailed fingers
she clasped on her handbag. “How can you
tell me that? You know what Death. Inc. can
do! Eleven killings in the past year. Bought
and paid for by—whom? Men who'll kill an-
other man for fifty dollars! For someone who
is never seen!

“They always send those death’s-head let-
ters And on the day those letters are deliver-
ed, the person for whom they are meant—dies/
Every time They've never failed! Why will
I be the exception?”

Her fingernails dug deep into Jim -Fallon’s
arm as she bit off a scream with her white

teeth. Seemingly alfaround them, from foun-
tain and tiles and roof—rose the haunting
laughter of a madman! It mocked them.
taunted their puny efforts.

“You see?”” the gir) cried wildly, eyes

searching his. “They're all around us. They
can kill me whenever they want. They aren't
human. They're devils . . . or ghosts . ., . !”

Jim Fallon held her up with hands under
her elbows. He snapped his speech short,
hoping to jab her into courage. “You agreed
to this, You said you'd help me catch them.

I could have kept you overnight in safety, =
with a dozen guards. But you agreed that I
couldn’t let you stay there forever. That somﬁ
day they’d get you...alone... unprotected

“Yes,” she whimpered, shuddering. “Yes.."”

“All right, then. Keep your chin up, and let's
go get 'em!”

Fallon spoke with an assurance he was far
from feeling. The strangely quiet hacienda,
the glowing moon, the eerie silence after that
wild laughter, ran cold ripples of tension
down his back. He put his hand on his service
revolver under his coat and felt better.

Karen Larsen said, “They want to kill me
because my newspaper scoop sent Rat Marley
to the chair. And they're afraid that I'll
stumble onto their own murder ring . . . and
have them sent up!" N

Footsteps sounded in the darkness, then
faded. Karen cried out, “Lee San, is that you?
Lee! Oh; Lee!”

There was only the moonlight and the still-,

ness to answer her. Fallon lifted his gun out
of the holster and held it in front of him as
he walked forward into a little tiled alleyway
between two of the hacienda buildings. Kare
followed him,

He could hear her footsteps, tap-tap-ts
ping . . .

She choked, gurgled . . ,

Fallon whirled. A noose had dropped s

lently from the sloping roof . .. was $ight 'f

about her throat . . . was lifting her upwards
into the air! o g

The Federal agent leaped. His.'.gun dropped

as he jumped for the wope above the girl’s

head. He caught it. swung about on it, tugging 2 :
down The gir] crumpled on the tile as he
dragged the noose downward. slowly. inexor-

ably. She clawed at the noose, loosening it.
He could hear her gulping in air through lips

that were bright red in a suddenly bloodless -

face.

The rope came away from its anchor. Fallon
looked up. A man was falling from a flat roof,
one end of the rope still in his right hand
His left hand held an automatic. The gun spit
red flame and lead at Fallon,
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THE ORIENT EXPRESS — WHICH RUNS FROM
PARIS TO TSTANBUL—IS LACQUERED WITH
GLAMOR . HERE IN THE WAGON-LITS
COACHES ARE STATESMEN AND SOLDIERS,
ARPVENTURERS AND MYSTERIOUS LARY
TRAVELLERS ...

AND WHEN STARR FLAGC CETE AN
ASSIGNMENT TO TRAVEL THE SEVEN ~
COUNTRIES TRAIN, SHE RIDES A ROAD -~
BED OF TROUBLE TO SAVE -~

“THE SECRET OF THE STATUE”

TWO HOURS AFTER LEAVING THE GARE I MUST ESCAPE --
RE LYON A MAN ON THE ORIENT

& UNTIL T CAN MEET
EXPRESS CRIES OUT IN ALARM . .. W S TARR FLACG ANP

GET THAT . INFORMATION ./,




7| HicH 04 5 RARIFED Al 08 THE

G“’MK SWISS ALPS, THE WO
mmuagms OFFICERY
GATTLE TO THE DEATH., ..
1 T
THE KkREMUN ) coT 1o DO
WOULD. NOT BETTER
FORGIVE ME IF\ THAN THIS |
f YOU MET THAT) 1O PREVENT]

GIRL ... ME

SNEAKING EN‘SLPSH DOG !
ONE GOOD SHOT AT HIM
LAND IT WILL BE ME
THAT MEETS THE ,
AMERIKANSIC! 59}/

You DON A
CO ANY F‘AI?T‘!-IEF?,
oLp. ::FELLDW 7

y;

A FOUL BLOW, A SCREAM -~ AND A N A PRIVATE COACH —-
TWISTING FIGURE HURTLES DOWN - : : m
WARD ™ (TS aoom THAT'S 00D S T- THOUGHT 48

I HEARD A MAN CRY OUT --
BUT MY IMAGINATION MUST
BE' PLAYING 'TF.’ICKg

e

OH, WELL MAVEE A GOOD MEAL
WILL" SET ME BACK ON THE RIGHT
TRACK, I'D BETTER HURRY. TH
FOOD IN SWITZERLANDS THE
- BEET |N$A%%WQOPE 'THE'S'E’

IT'M NERVOUS FFEOM CARRYING #
FOTENTIAL DYNAMITE LIKE
THIS COLDEN STATUE WITH ME,

I WisH, JONES FAEQ WoUuLD,

SHOW up s




ON THE ROOF OF THE SWAVING
; TRRA

. 'N‘IOG
S

[/
GOODBYE , THOMAS JONES-FARE !/
I -- BORIS' ORR<IKI-- WILL NOwW
TAKE YOUR PLACE TO MEET |
THE GIRL, STARR FLAGG 7/

@ HERE SHE is Now, g
7 GOING FORWARD TO THE )
A DPINING CAR --- i

o
THE LION SENDS & THE LION FOR

THE EAGLE BEST) ENGLAND, THE

WISHES 7~ EACLE FO? THE

7> UNITED <TATES .
YoU MUST BE

< JONES - FARR .

I'LL CIVE yoUu THANK YOU, MISS
THE STATUETTE, 47 FLACG ., TLL TURN
IF YOU'LL coMe &= IT OVER TGO MY

TO MY STATEROOM. ) GOVERNMENT AT

"~

O HIE COVERNMENT | MAYBE JONES-FARR 1S A Y pEcre’ NOT A NAIL OR A

HEYS SUPPOSED TO

IPELIVER THAT <STATUE WHO HE PJ?ETENDS,’ £
BETTER TAKE A
LOOI-SEE [/ i1

\ IO THE AMERICAN
CONSUL IN SAUDI-ARABIA !
THEY THOUGHT THE

SERT TRIP 10O
- MUCH FOR A CAL LIKE
R WE /[

"FARR ” CRY FIROM BEING | SCREW TO SE SEEN,

NOTHING SEEMS TO TURN,
HOW CAN ANYONE OPEN

THIS TO FIND OUT THE
SECRET (T HIDES &

R e . e Siala it R o T o




| TeoUcH BULGARIA AND TURKEY :
SPEEPS THE MNG SIMPLON -ORIENT

¥ COT TO FOLLOW JONES -FARR |

T
. s T i
2 l | OR WHOEVER HE 1S. T DONT
Lok 1 | DARE LET HIM WALK OFF WITH
THAT STATUETTE .- 1

I UG THEY WenT
£45 \NTO THIS HOUsE !

HES MEETING A RUSSIAN
OEFICER [/ THE REAL
JONES — FARR WOULD
STAY AWAY FROM HIM AS
IF HE HAD THE MUMPS

i |

TT MAKES NO MATTER ! we
RUSSIANS CAN HANDLE  PRETTY
CIRL ¢PES, sERGE| ! ALEXISY
PEMOVE HER TO THE FAERM /
CIVE HER TO THE PEVIL /

P16 vou YT Never “—
LET THE WOMAN KNOW | ~GUESSED SHE
JYOU WEREN'T JONE=- KNEW ./
FARR ~-OR SHE WOULD
NOT HAVE TRAILED US
FROM THE MART /




[~ CAN'T DO ANYTHING TO

T,

*

i

STOP THIS FIEND,” HE'LL

ON ME --OR cUT Me 10 =i
BY RUNNING NEAR TREES . .

EITHER CRUSH ME B) ROLLING

-.-__'.. i

D S s oYt g

-
LUCKY FOR THE KREMLIN

ARMY . TT WAS NO/ THE
BASY” TAsK TO KiLL 7
T CALLOPING HORSE,

E—r'«; A SMPLE J CALLANAW < m

ATTER OF VAXINALLA 2
FRANTURING THE ) OH-ER-YES,
HAVISILE, THEN UN-/ PLEASE CO
SCRANING THE ON. TTS <0
CALLANAW, SIMPLE ~=
FOLLOW ME @ TT\THE WAY
ISNT ANY SNAPISIDE \ YOU PUT
BUT THE PRINTING ITr
IS VAXINALLA . 5

.

T AM ‘E-IE BEST SHOT IN JTHANK YOU-- IF
THE

AMERIIKANSK

L/

WITH THI
LONG ENOUGH, IT MAY
Bg ABLE TO IM'-?IC;GLE
QUT OF THIE

SHRILLY, THEN
]y

DOUE% ~TALK |WH

=4 I B

L. )
-— .

ere

THE CREAT <TALLION STOES S
HE LIFTS HIS HEAD AND WHINNIES
, SLOWLY, HE PITCHES |

T MEAN, “/THING
FIRST OF ALL { ANYTHING
BB ek
WMUST NOT

BUT

I'Lk _rpawoumm ANY-;;" ?

e T«
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" TT WILL DO
MORE THAN
THAT ——

. (Now To F’!LL‘!’HE -
: mewcm_ SPRAY GUA/

LUCL;')/

PIPN GNIZE
THOSE CHEMICALS
AS THE FORMULA

FOR LAUGHING
cas 7 " :

" THAT CHEMICAL
WILL OFPEN THE
ZTATUE, EH 2}

lﬁt—lnnw; /

COT TO HOLD--
MY BREATH--
LONG ENOUGH
FOR THAT GAS

=
<HE HA‘;'L-E ’

GRAB
HER..!,

RS
OH , HA}
HA F HA'!

I ROPE A FLYING
S TALLION, sEE WHAT
You CAN DO WITH

THIS 'FLYING M‘AF?E
WRESTLING CRIP /

HAW /! Ho!
0'/ Ha’/

HAW’HAW’

HA /HA / ] TiL PUCK WHILE THE
BOYs ARE HELPLESS WITH
HJLARrD’ THEY MAY HAVE

MEN WATCHING THE STREET]
-';o Tl CO BY THE ROOF/

: L'l BE SAFE

: Y SOON -~

. TEE - HEE" e
" HEE - HEE.__.

'rﬂr“‘h--;..-—-‘_’
IF THEY'D OnNLY KNOWN THAT

e i S

THE STATUE'S OUTER CLUST
IS RUBBER,” IF THEY D -
DISSOLVED IT IN EENZOL

THE WRITING INCIDE IT ON THE
METAL FRAME wWOULD BE
REVEALED —-~ HA,/HA L HAL

POOR <TARR -- 1T SOUNDS A5 I SHE
INHALED A LITILE OF rHAT C-‘AS HEECELF




FAN SAM 15 A
MARVELOUS

JET BLACK'S THE NAME. THAT X /-1 DON'T KNOW. SOMEONE 'S h\\\ GTA
WAS PRETTY CLOSE. WHOEVER | BEEN SHADOWING ME FOR WEEKS, W "
e THAT KNIFE WASN'T ) EVER SINCE / LANDED FROM EARTH W]’
INSPIRED BY YOUR mmws My WARDROBE MISTRESS AND /

WHO WAS IT? MYy MAID-..BOTH e [




; _ e
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¢ Ve IT COULD BE COINCIDENCE, BUT | THINK
/ THE THIEF HAS PLANTED THE

" THE DEATHS REVEAL SOMEONE IS \
FRAID OF YOU, OR YOUR MAIDS. YOU ARRIVED
| HERE JUST AS A SPACEGRAM CAME IN
SAVING THAT A DARING THIEF WALKED OFF )
WITH THE NEVERFADE EMERALDS.. THE A1
B 7EN BIGGEST FEWELS ON EARTH !

1

EMERALDS ON YOU. THE
MAID AND WARDROBE GIRL
FOUND OUT-AND DIED !

BUT 1 kMo \
NOTHING

EXACTLY, BUT HE CAN'T kNOW N

THAT. JAK TAL AND | Wil 5 TAY
WITH YOU ~ FOR YOUR OWN

PROTECTION / =

&;m'e THAT NIGHT, AS PHOBOS, ONE OF ¥
OF MARS, RISE'S HIGH INTD THE Sik

4 LOOK THERE, IAK !
SOME ONE'S CLIMBING
FAN 5AM'5 i
BALConyY./

(b oy Lo e o RUSHERS OF YoURE 50 GooD AT
i 9 1 -
THANTI-GRAVITY BELTS ON AT FULL, CLimbie Ait " 4

OVER ME ¢




B

BARINGLY, THE MANHUNTER OF THE FUTURE
" DEPRESSES A STUDIN HIS BELT... |

| My ANT - TR
3 GRAVITY BELT §

£ THIN GUYRIRE CATCHES AT THE SPACE PATROLMAN'S ANKLE, |
HURLING HIM SIDEWAYS ... VB

we'LL BorH WK
BEKILLED! PAIN

s N BEcoNDS LATER A FRANTIC JAK TAL BENDS |
?EE%UCK;Y ABOVE THE DAZED SPACE PATROLMAN - - .
- il .
wNEEDED 70 | JET!JET ! IF s
GET AWAY ! | ANYTHING'S HAPPENED LOOKS LIKE | BUSTED A N0
70 YOU, /LL...{( SO8))-. : ROCKET ON THAT LANDING. JAK. '\
s ot oy R )
JET...4S508) NEU TREAK... BIG GAME
HUNTER 4 -
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?me.s-mmu ROCKET SHIP BLASTS A HE.KNOWS THOSE BIG
-\ FLAME-STUDDED PATH LFPWARD FROM GAME PLANETS PLENTY
MARSPORT... WELL. HAS A HUNTING
| LODGE ON KAPSA.. . THATS
TREAK (L HEAD BEYOND WHERE /M HEADING 7
THE . HELL CUT AND RLN
THERE.

GETS 50 MANY OF
HIS QUEERIES = THE
ANMIMALS HE
- | senps 7o

L | £ARTH'S 2005 !

Y A CLAWSYER/
BLAST HIM I HIS
TALONS ARE
POISONED /

TRUGGLING MADLY, HIGH ABOVE THE GAUNT /.
'REE =TOPS, JET BLACK WRITHES AS THE DEADLY
POISON SEEPS THROUGH HIS BODY.. -

v

ATTABDY
JET I Yo
GOT Mirr !

BUTIT'S
- WORTH IT/
Gor

7O ACT FAST..



5

GRAVITY SA \ B wecan Foriow THE W
BELT...NO GOOD | ' BRANCHES OF THI5 BIG TREE/ IT
BUSTED ! A : WILL LEAD US TO ANOTHER...
g AND ANOTHER THAT WAY WE L.
- UP TO OUR NECKS / -
HMM . WHAT TC
DO NOW ?

" GRAB
A TREE,
JET GRAB
A

BRANCH...

A ¥
SWAmMpP GOT ME.
PANTHER! | JET.. SAVE

U Ll ALY 702 swame penTiER
TN e,i'. lllu& KNOWS THE SOLID PIECES |
ey AL OF GROUND.. BUT IF | KilL
HIM, HE CAN'T LEAD U6
- OUT OF THE
Swamp!

THIS MARSH
BROKE OUR FALL NOW
AFTER HIM... AND HE L&

LEAD U5 TO GOOD
SAFE BROUND !




%

AND RIGHT INTO MY ¥ N/ HEARD THE SCREAMS OF THE X THE PATROL WiLL MARK M)
JANDS, JET BLACK AND |\ MARK '\ MARSH FANTHER AND CAME WITH | LP AS DEAD. J'LL RETURN To
' JAK TAL ! GLAD D SEE WOU-) TREAK ! | #7Y GRAVITY BELT ON AT FULL. | MARSPORT AND HAVE MY FACE )
AT THE BUSINESS END OF, GLAD | DID NOW. YOU Lt COME ALTERED, THEN VIsIT FANSAN- A
\ MY BLASTER / BACK WITH ME...BROADCAST  \_ AMND THIS TIME / WOU'T 4
S OVER SPACEVOX THAT YU
: \ KILLED ME IN THE
LINE OF DUTY !

/[ STOLE THE NEVERFADE EMERALDS FROM EARTH.
/ PUT THEM IN FAN SAN'S DANCING COSTUME

INSTEADL OF THE GREEN GLASS THAT ORNAMENT S
IT HER MA/D AND WARDROBE MISTRESS FOUAD

VFET wHIRLS, SUDDENLY KICKS.. A SEGMENT OF MUD
FLIES OUT AND PLOPS IN TREAK'S FACE /

THIS OOZY MARSH
MUD IS LOASE AND GLOPEY !
/T WILL HIDE ME

OUT-.. AND DIEL! ALL | HAVE 70 DO /5
GET THAT COSTUME, AND 7 CAN
RETIRE TO LIVE LIKE A

VENUS/AN KING ¢

WELL USE HIS GRAVITY BELT To | MAYBE X /1L NEVER BE ABLE
" GET U5 SAFELY TO OUR SPACER /50, BUT | 70 LOOK AT ANOTHER
AFTER THATITS MARS PORT ¢ JUST | ANIMAL CRACKER./
AND JAIL FOR HIM.IT ENDED \ THE | ANIMALS ? GRRYAA..
HAPPILY, JAK TAL I | IKE SAME -
THE ANIMALS HE'S CAPTURED,
TREAK'LL GO BEHIND
BARS HIMSELF
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> JUST BECAUSE I'M ABOUT ) et
TA FORECLOSE ON THIZ ™,
. CASTLE |GNA REASON THEY
%HOULD"N'T TAKE ME IN OuT )

o OF T HE STORRM

H KIEG ANL&JFE M CLAYMORES WERE
BITT ENEMIES AMONG\THE SCOTTISH CLANS...ON
.4 LATE WINTER AFTERNOON, WHE NOW ’:‘rﬂr’f’fT
P HIGHLAND COUNTKY
ZE CA&TLE

A e o

i'he‘;?’JR&P b

1 WOULDNA STEP O'R
YER COORSILL BUT THA |
SIORRM. 17 CITTIN' 50, /.

I'M LIABLE TA <
FRREEZE OUT- /i

I STAY THE NIGHT

"NOT A DRAP WILL I PRINK \ TAKE THE :
AN BE GONE IN THE

UNDER THIS ROOF UNTIL GLAGSES
YERE ALL GONE WHEN I /' AWAY,
BRING FORECLOSE PRO- \ sueriger)

EVEN A POG I'D
CEEPIN'G I IT MIGHT BE

TURN OUT IN THi%
, WEATHER ! __4

VLL STAY—ONLY “THAT B
YE BOLT THE POOR%S
MORNING / ‘T1% NOT AN’ WINCOWS AN’ SHUIT /

ME IN HERE IN ‘&AFETV
I'M NOT TRUSTIN'A

Mac CLAYMORE |
WITH ME UFE




3

I SAW THE DOOR HAD BEEN
BOLTED MESELF_WHEN YE ,
SUMMONED ME. FROM TOWN ...

I BEOKE UOWN THE DOOE
: AND SAW HIM DEAD / BUT
THIS FAERY, NOW=—

HOUR. LATEK, AT

: ALL &COTTISH
WATERLOO STATION, LONDON.. Cf;é # %H ?{"E Fé "’;’f’%‘ AT MACCLAYMORE CAGTLE..
RONNIE, IHAVE y2\/ Y IRIH / EXACTLY A& ¥ HMAM..
A FEEL.’N@ i HAVE BANGHEES .. / WE LEFT IT,

WE CALL HIM ‘DuGAL /
HE'S THE ONLY
ONE WHO COULP
HAVE GOTTEN
IN 70 KILL

THE FAERY PROTECTS

/1 MUsT CALL IN BCOT-
LAND YARD, &I 1AN...
L THEY'LL KAOW WHAT

)ﬁouzs LATER, BEYOND THE BORVE,

THEKE, now, '
PEG..
THINGS'LL BE

TO CCME <0 INGPECTOR
Go—JsT | oiRe, | ThE MY FROM KIEK . . A
TO SEE THIG ¢ ANNE... Lipo < S WAy LIES

Lol

N o

.VOOR BOLTED
FRON INGIDE .. WINFOWS
LOCKEP....NO. ONE COULD
CLIMB POWN OR GO UF
THE CHIMNEY...NO
POSSIBLE WAY TO

; "TWAS TH’ FAERY

ANP YET, SIR )
vIP T, INGFECTOR:

KENNETH WAS
KILLED —

T OUR GOOP

% E‘EA KILLEP
&

MENKIE !

MURVERED/

AT NIGHT / 1
HIM —

YOU'LL 4EE THE FAERY
RUN CRO%% THE MOOK

'S'EEN
FTEN./

IF T 5E€ THAT, MAYBE
ML BELIEVE YOUR
ETORY /... MEANWHILE,

I"LL JHQrT SE@H’GE
AK’OUNF/" .




HE'S FAST, ANNE, BUT WE
" HAVE A CHANCE OF CATCHING
HIM ... HE’S HEADING FOK

THAT OLP :
SHACK ACROSS, B
THE MOOK !

15 THE FAERY !
LOOK AT IT

/ AN IMPOSSIBLE MURDER , Y

ANNE /... THERES NO WAY A
SIR KENNETH couL .
HAVE BEEN SHOT—

§ HE DISAPPEARED "
L INSIDE 1T/ HE CAN'T
GET OUT.../

SupPENLY, THE
FLOOR GIVES "WAY... [l

MAVE-,
\J <&
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/

YOU INT HiNG \ GOT TOTAKE

oy... 1M Y IF 1 N STaNG ILL LOOP AN END OF Hi5 |
- AND WHEN VA CHANCE... \ ALL RiaHT! ) ON Your HANDS, | ROPE AROUND A BeAM /...
WE FALL ... THOSE | IF You cAN | NOW TO YOU COULD FUSH: THEN YOU CAN

STAKES WILL
SPEAR 115/ J

CLING TO THE
BOARDZ, 'LL

BOosT
: YOU/
ur.

MEDF! 1ML |
SWING OVER |
THE EDGE...

PULL YOURGELF
1127

;" CLEVER OF THE KILLEK,
b ANNE... HE —OR SHE —
WOULD BLAME OUR DEATHS
ON THE FAMILY FAERY /
THEY'D SAY THE FAERY
APPEARED TO U%... TRICKED U4
\ 70 THE SHACK ... DISAPPEAREL /
o AS WE FELL TO OUR PEATHS .

~ -

IT APPEARS HE'S JusT
PI&SOLVER INTO THE /|
SNOW, AS A CIGARETTE  jud
BURNG TO AGHES ... /

/e v e Ny 7 b CAEE:
! CLu 60 =M
BY —TOO LARK TO SEE \ TO EVERYTHING !

HIM AN HE SEEM% :

TO HAVE COVEREP

HIZ TRAIL FROM
THE SHACK /

)

O FEw MINUTES g

Kirx skerches rappLy, '
|| LATER, N THE ~ )P NO, BUT YOU SEE THIS ASHES - ILLUSTRATING THE WAY THE KILLER
| MURPER ROOM... | ﬂ%% ﬁﬁ% ?Eggg A%griEAEE GHOT INTO A LOCKEP ANP BOLTEL /
4 ROOM~KILLING KENNETH A e
( BuT I pov'T N Ceriar 2oA PERSON COULP LIE CLM=KILL E ENSHE

sew

GEE ANYTHING L IN THAT UNIT=—THRUST A GUN
_ WRONG N THROUGH THE SWINGING

ERATE .

¥




>

In TiE CELLAR s

" [ CAN'T BIT | THEREFORE ~ -
JTHE KILLER &l

G YOUZ— iy
HAND YOU RUN LIKE
A BLOOPY HARE

WE WOULDN'T WANT YOU TO LEAVE
WITHOUT FIRET GETTING A GOO
LOOK AT YOU /... EH

{ TRIED TO $TOP
MIM... BUT I DIDNT
BVEN GETA LOOK

AT HI%
FACE:‘) 7
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SR AN WAS TOO LARGE QLeross THE eNow-coveRED

R AND INTO THE CRAGE
AND CLUMSY... PEG, Hi% :
PAUGHTER, BOESN'T uave § ©OF BONNIE DELL GO THE

|/ THE KILLER HAP TO BE SMALL
OF BUILD TO FIT INTO THE ASH-
PISPOSAL UNIT... HE HAD TO

| TiERe s S e SF | T eTReeri Vo e
| AS SUCH A THING... HE | - LEA Y %

. HAP TO BE €TRONG TO PUT UF A THE FAMILY \ }r’gg II.L;& F:E*?Vi—" ‘igg;ﬁ;& s
FIGHT WITH ME, AND TO RUN SERVANT— /L
FAST ACROSS THE MOOR A SHEPHERD/ et

HE DI WHEN HE LURED \ 4

U TO THE SHACK —

i .“I NG g
.
N . Jul |
¥ il

TOP OF A NARROW, TABLE-TOP ROCK, KIRK
NRUCGLES DESPERATELY WITH THE WIRY KILLER.,,. gus MANIACAL FURY OF SHEPHERE GIVES Wik

7 7 STRENGTH... A WILDLY SWINGING FI&T
égg : I KILT THE MENKIE, WHO WA% FOR SENDS INSFPECTOR KIRK REELING ~ ;
ECLOSIN' ON TH' OLP CASTLE / [ KiLT : . :

. HIM— JUST A%

HLL K!}L‘
yYou ;

T

.\ IF 1 607, ..
SN I'LL FALL A

THOUGAND FEET...

[ SAVE YouR
2\ -+ BREATH /

AND THE FAERY

V ro0x v /s iime) SHEPHERD
GEATH PESERTED HiM

TO A HORRIBLE ros HOPED TO

COWN ON THOSE ESCAPE WHEN HE NEE,
JAGGED CAPTURE BY | HIM MOST— ON
BLAMING TOP OF THE

BONNIE PE|




'?ine ECHOES STILL LASH FROM WOODS
& WATER, BUT THE RED-COATED FORM OF
SERGEANT JEFFREY FOX NEVER STIRS -.-

= 'l

FPESTE! I CANNOT SEE WHETHER THERE /5 A
WOLND BECAUSE OF THAT CLRSED RED COAT
HE WEARS. TILL HAVE TO CLSEQ -

HE LOOKS DEAD ENOLGH, BUT I MLET MAKE
SLRE, THE PEACE RIVER BREEDS ARE
COUNTING ----PESTE! /T'S THE RED FOX!

PINSOTINN Ry oS -

TH A MUFFLED CLRSE, THE HALF-BREED

RAISES HIS RIFLE JUST AS THE RED FOX
WHIELS ASIDE AND HIS RIGHT HAND HURLS
HIS STIFF-BRIMMED HAT FLYING --~ !

'E TRICKED ME! PESTE! I CAN!T SEE TO
SHOOT ACCLIRATELY---!
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UGGGH! RAQUL METIS! FLIR-STEALER, G‘H&V ILL TELL You' !
: SQLAW-BEATER AND GEN- \ REPORTS CAME IN TO

ERAL ALL-AROLNDG : THE FORT THAT THE
TROUBLE-MAKER ! WHY BLACKFOOT NOANS
AREN'T YOL ON PEACE b LUP HERE WERE GETTNG
RIVER WHERE Yo BELONGEZ ) RESTLESS, CLAMED
i THER FLRS WERE

BENG STOLEN. I WAS
ON MY WAY UP TO

TALK TO CORNSTALK,
THER CHIEF! s

| you anvo vaé BREEDS STOLE THE FURS. YOU WANTED THE
|NOANS TO EL SO THE MOLINTIES WOLLD PLUNIGH THEM,

{YOK FIGLIRED YOLI'D MOVE IN ON THER FLIR COUNTRY THEN..
| oo~ NDER OLIR PROTECTION /e B "

=AD OF THE SCARLET
b BLACK-EYED INDIAN CRO)
EsTNG AND ROPE IN-rAND x4
MOLINTIE POLICEMAN COME WITH
FRISONER. NO WANT MOLINTIE
FINDG CORNSTALK AND BRAVES
READY FOR WAREATH, FIX RAEE/ T
TRAL FOR MM --- B b

y o @!

L[ MM NOT SEE NOOSE LINTIL TOD LATE.
SAPLING RELBASED, G0 BACK iPRIGHT PLes
| OF SAPLING BREAK MOWNTE'S NECK / sl

YES ON HS PRISONER, THE RED FOX DOES
PNOT SEE THE CUNNINGLY CONCEALED LOOR..
F THERE WERE SOWE WAY OF GETTING CORN-

STALK TO COME 7O FORT MACLEQD, 1027 A

CRIMP IN YOLR PLAN ! FLR-BUYERS FROM
ENGLAND ARE g "ﬂga; TR

o — ————

—




'MANHUNT

THOSE BLYERS WILL
SEE CORNSTALK'S
LIRS AND... OHHHY

THE RED FOX--um MHING! HOLA
F'EEE AGAW’ HOLA Z ;

[N THE TEPEE-CLUSTERED VILLAGE OF CHIEF CORNBTALK...

BY NOW REDJACKET )/ THAT BAD! MOLNTIE ALWAYS GOOD

MAN DEAD. I SET FRIEND OF INDIAN. IF MOLUNTIE

TRAP Foz HM, DEAD OTHER MOLNTIES COME WITH
GUNS THAT GO HA~HA~HA~HA -~

T NO GHOST? WHEN THE
LOOP TIGHTENED AROLAD
MY THROAT, I SLIPPED MY

FOR THAT ) MOLINTIE
CHIER 7

ALMOST WNSTINCTIVELY-..

ON WARPATH, | SEE JUBTICE
MOLNTES A DONE TO CORN=
COME N/ STALK'S TRIBE!
ANYHOW! | &0 BRING ME Bopy
OF MOLINTIE.T TAKE
LIM TO FORT TELL LM
\ WSPECTOR WE '50RRY!

BUT IF WE GO | LIGH ! THEY W/LL]

FEET FREE OF MY STIRRLPS

THE NOOSE DREW ME L.
INTO THE AR, BUT I GOT MY

LOOSENED THE FRESSLRE
ON MY THROAT...

e R



AVE SAE A CHANCE TO PUT
LEFT HANP ON THE ROPE

_ WELL-PLACED BULLET WILL )
| SHEAR THE ROPE N HALE.. ¢

.\\_\

MANHUNT

R4 RIGHT AN OV My GUN.)

FORGET WHAT HASCENED!
P,

THE BULLET DID /TS WORK, MY
THROAT'S STILL SORE AND My
FRISONER GOT AWAY...BUT
E YOL'LL COME TO THE FORT
WITH YOLR BEST FLRS, TL

=Y / /
FOR SQUAWMEN! |

MY BRAVES TF/NQ
FUR DISPLAY /S

STEONG BLALKFOOT MEN
NOT BRING FLRS, THAT
WHAT YOU CALL “Sissy”
STLEE! WE STAY HERE !

S/68Y STLFFE HuH &
TELL YOL WHAT...
YO BRNG ON
YOLR BEST FIGHTER
AND TLL MEET MM
MHAND TO HAND !

L | I WIN You COME WiTH
V\FURS. /F I LOSE ILL
G0 TO OTTOWA AND
PLEAD YOLR CASE
WiTH THE GOVERNOR !

o

5‘5?-‘ rHEAVy -

N FANC! YO A
COME FisHT

MOLNTIE /

DWARFED BY THE GIGANTIC BLACKFOOT

WRESTLER, THE RED FOX FACES OFF IN
THE ROPE CIRCLE, KNOWING HE MUST
WIN OR RESIGN FROM

ILL BE A LALGHING STOCK IF T

THE FORCE .

/ %

GOOD THING I REMEMBERED THE
WRESTLING TRICKS THEY TALIGHT
ME AT REGINA ...




-~

~ MANHUNT E o )
mEAWHAND THUMPS DOWN INTO A COOK

WATER SEARS HIM BRING SMLES TO THE
FACES OF HIS TRIBESMEN....

POT. HIS HOWLS OF PAIN AS THE BOLNG|

CORNSTALK Wikl BRING
» ? HIS WARRIORS TO
THE FORT” §

LE REYNARD Rouce \(Gooo! 7. 85 | |E*N WEEK LATER. N A LOG CABIN AT
/S BTILL THE GREATEST WAITING FOR You/ FORT SIMPSON en-w
MAN IN THE NORTH. veae WITH SOME '

YOU LIKE
L MY SIWEATAIR,
JEFF 2 HEIN #

H ABOLIT SWEATERS, I
WANT YOL' TO GET ME
THE TEN FRETTIEST GIRLS

e — O, s =

BLEU! YOU DO ot HAVE /T ALL

EES EET THA 1 THEIR BEST FLRS
YOU WANT T@ ) TO THE FORT. I

START ZEEJ WANT THE GIRLS TO
W MODEL 7HEM ... S50

N e BLYERS

TEN GIRLS! SACRE ) No,No! YoL THE BLIYERS WILL GIVE

HIS TRIBE AND ‘ THE CHIEF'S FLR

AROLND THE Fi OE

THE INDIANS A CON -

NOT LOVE YOLR 'Y WRONG! CORN~ | TRACT! RACLIL METIS K| FIGLRE LISTENS AT THE
ﬂﬁsﬁ M.-;/Af,z; STALK'S BRNGING P WILL NOT DARE INVADE NDOW... e
TEN GIRLS !

POHE BT IF I STEAL THE
FLRS BEFORE THE GIRLS
MODEL THEM ---qm.swa"
THAT WILL G/VE MSEL

GROLINDS THEN. BlG
BUSINESS WOLILD
( KICK 7O THE GOVERN:,

WKL BE .

SERGEANT FOX THE

———
»

BS RED FOX EXPLANS TO
BARBE TOUTAN, A LURKING

#-_-_-u.—r;—w-ww -



MANHUNT

K& LATER, AFTER TH

FOXES, HEN 2
- . STRONG !

e

RS THE FORT AND 'STACKS
MOCELS A COAT FOR THE RED FOX....
NOU LIKE I'A COMBINATION OF
W ZE SEELVER o/ AND BARBE'S pecame 4
) AND THOSE FLRS /5 FLENTY

A WALK /

E BLACKFOOT TRIBE
ITS RARE FLRS,

==

¥

HAVE

WALK gsF

LET’S 6O TAKE B

bateR.) WiN 1ERe? pEcTe 7
ARE WORTH A FORTLINE, ALL WE
= TO PO /1S BuT
= PRETEND TO BE THE MODELS .. AND

THESE FLIRS
ON THE FLR COATS

ESPECIALLY IF WE WAIT
LNTIL AFTER DARK .... THE
FURS WiLL COVER LIS
COMPLETELY .. /

SHAT NGHT
EES THE
EYES SEEK OLT

EARE

....'..

v

T e v

AS SERGEANT JEFFREY FOX
MODELS LEAVE

E TOUTAIN ..ccu

THE FOST, HIS

........

/ YOL AREN'T BARBE’ ALL
YOU OTHERS.....HANDS
SKYWARD OR UL SHOOT?

;mrzs ! 50 You THOLGHT
W 0L'D TRY ONE LAST TRICK
Y EH 2 TH/S ONE BACKARED
OV YOU. HE PROBABLY TiED
UP THE GIRL MODELS 7

— o

MY PARLEENG! HOWEVER
PIC You KNOW EET WAS
NOT ME EEN THE FLRS 2
METIS WAS COMPLETELY
COVARED FROM HEAL To
~ocT/’

YOLIR PERFLME
BARBE! You
LSE PERFLME ...
AND METIS — Wil
ME POESAT #

v

CORNSTALK GET CONTRACT
FOR FLRS. BLACKFEET SAFE
FROM ROBBERS NOW, THANKS
T0 RED FOX. CAN'T GIVE
MOLINTIE FRESENT BUT
MAYBE BARBE TOLTAIN LIKE
SIUVER FOX COAT 7

COOOH! AS ZE AMERICAN

SAY ... AND
OWY/ |




Hisc FACE FRAMED IN THE TELESCOPIC SICHTS

OF A MAN-KILLING DESPERADO'S RIFLE, JIM

FALLON PUSHES ON RELENTLESSLY THROUGH

THE SWAMP COUNTRY OF THE SOUTHLAND .
EVERY <STEP HE TAKES BRINGS HIM DEEFPER
INTD THE MYsSTERIOUS QMUS AND T A

-rmc RENDEZVOUS WITH .

s

TS m; THE GORILLA - - MAD MIKE MAKLE-{ WITH Tuzes %REWHNG HE m '
Ai HE wo"r HI$ WAY OUT OF -rus SCENIC HIS GETAWAY TO THE -
& . NATIONAL BANK .. [z

T GOT FIFTY GRAND ON ME -~
TLL MAKE ‘EM B § L THREE AUTOMATICS ANDP MY RIFLE
PaY FOR SHOOTIN' WITH THE TELESCOPIC SIGHTS .,
ENNy AND GUS / 2l o s LET ‘EM T‘F?."/ AND CATCH ME

THE F.B.%., WITH JIM FALLON AT THE
WHEEL , TOOK P THE CHALLENGE ..

HE 'S HEADPING INTD THE FBAYOUS

} He GOT mve, o/
WE CAN'T GO IN THERE , EXCEPT mzouou THE CH
ON FOOT. 50 LETS “TART‘ '

E'QT
i CAN'T BREATM s
MLKING F b o ¥
: - ‘/I g | A , i /I»'I .:'.» " 4




| e

MANHUNT

ACROSs THE BAYOUS

STONES TOSSED INTO A LAKE . THE EFFECE]
HE MURPEROUS BULLET Ei1PpLEe

oUT

OHHHE,

oLp ME TO <L
TEN PEOPLE BE -
FORE T piEp”’/ LT
STILL GoT

]
FORTUNE TELLER

B

L WONPER wWHO

EET EES ¢

ATy
KE " WE HA
_..m

Pes

ME ... AL

e

@ I o 0 |

NEWER CATCH

Ve ”/, !

-2 TO REACH THE EARS OF PRETTY LETTY,

ORPHAN OF THE BAYOUS .. WILD AND

UNTAMED, IN THE COOL SWAMP WATERS..
5 e G

SOMEONE SHOOTEENG IN My AR
COUNTRY. BUT No ONE EVER
COMES HERE ,/ WHO--WHo

CAN EET BE< .

il FRIGHT ETCHED 115 ACID CON~

i TOURE ON MAD MIKE 'S GTUERLE=
B D e NEL

Wi ; -

HUNG BAYOU COUNTRY ...




ouve’ GoT W 2icHT BACK
SOMETHING COMING S AT YOU, COPPER
TO YOU, KILLER . 4 : a

st A Lire AaNB ¥ now For A
BOXING TRICK, Y B\ LESSON IN”
YoU BIC GoRILLA /. y B WEE*;TLJNG /

AS JIM FALLON WHIRLED TO APPLY HIS
WRESTLING GRIP, HIS FOOT <LIPPE
ON A WET SPOT OF GRASS AND HE
LUNCED FORWARD, TO FALL ACAINST
THE BOLE OF A BIG TFEEE O,




s HEP B)-" FEAR , MAD MIKE PLUNGED:
PE;@_ THE SHALLOW BAYOU WATERS...

® He -~ CETe ME--(T'LL
BE THE ‘LECTEIC: CHfuiZ-—
FOR ME / ME, THATS

L MTH ONE MORE TO CO
| © MAKE T TEN ¥

ONLY (KILLED ~NINE GUYS --

A MAN/ T--
T'VE NeEVER
<EEN A MAN
BEFORE--

"IM MIKE MAKLE,
CUTE STUFF. BUT

 LIKE YOU DOIN 7
IN THIS JUNGLE ©

G-MEN TIRACIN
My FooT<TEPs !

I LWE HERE. T

LIVEDP ALONE .

weLL, T'LL BE-— ! Al
A PAME / AND>
WHAT A pamMe f

WHO ARE

:»DU Lf\/E

SWELL/ ME'N
Y HAVE NOPEOPLE.| YOU'LL GET ALONG
W WHAT'S A NUMBER) ALWAYS T HAVE | OKAY JUST TAKE
' ME TO THAT, F’LACE i

IF YOU ARE A
MAN =~~T DO
NOT LIKE MENS

ERN MOON' RISES HIGH
ABOVE THE MAIDEN CANE
AND CYPRESS —-—

THAT NICHT, AS THE SOUTH-|

WHAT—- AT B
WAS A CIRL

v - REAMING 7
BUT, WHAT Gn?.L

A 48
FIT's No USE. TLL NeveR

FIND HIM HERE . HE CAN
BE MILES AWAY, WALKING
THROUCH THE WATER,

LEAVING NO mo-rpszmn;’ /|




MANHUNT
 SOME MILES FROM THE G-MAN.... | 1
R

WHERE'S THAT BLACK BAG 2% PON'T/
OF MINE, YOU LITTLE OH HHM

Tmme?’ TT WS IN YOUR Ly PON”
BOAT /' IF YOU DUMPED IT
N THE “WATER , TLL SKIN
You ALIVE /

T THREW HEES BAG

{ AWAY ~- BECAUSE HE WHERE D ANOTHER

HEET ME. NOW I'M : MANT7 JUST
AFRAID OF HEEM y oy coMt LIKE ZE

V}UN T FIND

!

HE HEeT ME/ Now HE WEEL KEEL
ME EEF T DO NOT FIND HEES BAG
THAT HAS ZE QUEER CREEN PAPER
EEN EET,/ OH,T AM SO AFRAID

OF HEEM [/

SUPPOSE YOU TAKE
ME TO SEE HIM —5 AND
LET ME HANDLE THE




 MANHUNT!

/J
FINDIN ME WON
NO GOOl

MAKE READ GUY

ybu PE GONNA
NUMEBER TEN

e WEL:.gL

AsouT p
THAT .

N/

ULL GET THIS J

FISH HARPOON

IN YOUR c:HE-s;]:
C~MAN 7

No/
No’

LETTY LEAPS FORWARD , HURLS HERSELF
STRAIGHT AT THE GLI ING HARPOON-

HEAD / HER MOUTH TWISTE BACK, SHE
SCREAMS = =GURGLES <= CHOIKES ~~ -

APART WITH MV E’AF?E
HANDS /7

AT DAWN, FEDERAL AGENT JIM

FALLON BURIED wWiLD LETTY, GIRL OF

THE SWAMP_AND BAYOU, AND MARKED
HER GRAVE v

'ybu WERE HIS TENTH MURDER 4
VICTIM, Bur HE'LL PAY FOR YOU,
LETTY.” T'LLsEE T© IT,” T
PROMISE -- s YOU'LL kNow.
ALL MEN AREN'T LIKE --HIM .7




NICELY YOURE
PLAYING THE
PIANO IN
LESS THAN

co
THE SLIDE-C

00 | GET
STARTED ?

AW! WISH |

COULD JOIN my
PALS. THIS PIANO
TEACHER GIVES
ME A PAIN

L
SHIRLEY, HOW | SCHOOL OF MUSIC, STRUTHERS,
OHIO, THE COST IS ONLY $2
MPLETE AND INCLUDES
HORD DEVICE ,
R S
50 1 Gy | ON A MONEY-BACK GUAR -
ANTEE. JUST CLIP THE
COUPON, TOM. YOU'L L
NEVER REGRET

S
SHEARS

IT!

WHY U ¥ 'CAUSE | ; : i INK
LIKE TO PRAC-J JUST HATE IT'S NO USE'} AND TO TH N-'-<

TICE YOUR 48 ° THOSE .
PIANO DRiLLs anp| |HAVE TO
LESSONS EXERCISES| [STOP BILLY'S| YEARS AND
BILLY? & PIANO /1T cOST US
OVER $300

; LESSONS &

HOWD You '\ ITS A CINCH BILLY.
LEM.HP‘FO WITH A SLIDE -
(LAY PIANO \ CHORD DEVICE
PO WELLAND| ANYONE can
SOFAST. [ LEARN TO PLAY
IN A JIFFY WouLD
e HAVE PLAYER
S0 NICELY 2
YEARS AGO

This amazing invention fits any piano and guides
your fingers through the most complicated melo-
dies and tunes, «No tedious drills or exercizey,
You get quick and Dledsing results by following
our kEasy ABC PICTURE METHOD contulning
256 complete lessons. And in addition Lhere are
27 popular songa so arranged Lhat anyone, even a
child, can play them all from 4 simple chords,
Now there's no need to envy your pluno-playing
friends, Overnight, you, too, will become the life
of the party. .

. FREE wo-pisx TRIAL O ;
Because of the unusual nﬁf:t:]uii o?r'lglfl‘r exclusive
method, our generous NO RISK offer must prove
everything we clalm or it costs you nothing. The
25 lesson ABC PICTURE COURSE with 27 SONG
ARRANGED TO PLAY FROM 4 CHORDS and, thy
newly-invented CHORD-SLIDE
$2 complete-not a penny more to
NO MONEY. Mail the coupon
the course arrives, pay only $2
charges (We prepay
Then, if after § days £ g 1
plano with both hands by ear or nofe. refurm the
entire course and your §2 will be pefunded, y

SEND NO MONEY-MAIL COUPON
“Dale Sheara School of Music " T )
| StudioB9I], Struthers 3, Ohio 3
CiSubject to your Money-Back Guaranteg, I am
| encloging $2 (cash, check or money order) as
full payment for the new CHORD-SLIDIE [N«
! VENTION, the gelf-teaching “ABC PICTURE'-
| METHOD" and the 27 POPULAR SONGS. ai
arranged 10 be played with 4 simple chords.
' You agree to pay the posilage,
[OSend COD and 1 will pay $2 Plus postage,
Same Money-Ba Guarantee mpplies,
- ¥
k ﬁ.e,.“ .

pay EVER, SENID
to-day and when

postage If you enclose $2)

NAME
} Address e ST ... ..
| CITY At .

LoF o

{
|
i
L
i
|
I
:
!
I

DEVI®E cost only ‘j.

plus the C. O, I3,

A

you are not pctually playing i A

—



~ Jim dropped the rope, jumped for his gun
~ His hunting hand found it, lifted it. Bent at
- the knees, body leaning forward as he had
. been trained. he sent bullet after bullet
through the night—into the man who had hit
.~ the ground less than ten feet from him!

- A bullet ricochetted from the stucco wall
behind him. Another ripped the sleeve of his
- coat,

~ And then the man in front of him tumbled
forward, his chest a red smear where the
~ G-man's bullets had etched a pattern. He
made a sodden sound on the tile as he fell
His automatic clanged

Jim went forward, turned him over. He
anced at his face and muttered. “Tiny Tac-
one of Red Febler’s mob. That ties in to
t we already know about Death. Inc.”

aren was breathing easier, her head lean-
g back against the wall. She smiled bravely.
you hadn’t been here——"" she closed her
es and shivered
“We've beaten them, at any rate,” the G-man
smiled, looking down at his wristwatch. “Ten
minutes to midnight, and their killer’s dead.”
Fallon did not see the hard eyes that gazed
at them from a little window. He did not hear
the man as he moved away on rubber-soled
hoes, nor did he hear the slither of the long-
ded knife slipping from its sheath.
or a moment the man stood in a beam of
moonlight, his finger touching the tip of the
stiletto, his hard lips curving in a cruel smile.
. He murmured, “I'll have to kill them both,
now. The G-man knows too much, already.”
" The man slid around a corner of the room
and crept silently down the long flight of

stairs,
* # *

- Karen was on her feet, now. She breathed
- slowly, forcing herself to be calm by sheer
- will-power. She whispered, “There isn't any-
- thing more to be afraid of. Nothing more. You
* killed the man they sent.”
4 Fallon patted her hand. “I killed him . . .
~ but it’s you that I'm thanking for the chance
~ Without your help, I couldn’t have brought
Tiny down. We—the F.B.l.—know he's a
‘member of the Febler gang. I’ve a hunch we
can make Red sing when we track him down.”
Karen shuddered. “That awful Death, Inc.
... every time I think of them, I see red!”
“Red letter day,” said Fallon grimly. “A
letter . . . then creeping death . .. then red
blood . ., "
_ It had been that way since the beginning
* when Death, Inc. had made their first killing
A mailman brought a letter to a wealthy man,
and after that the killer~ came, slipping
t through a cordon of police as though he were
- invisible, Two more deaths followed in that
first year. There were four the second year.

-

Death. Inc. grew bolder. Eleven was thei
total in their third year. Now they were
starting again. . . .

Fallon had an arm under her elbow, walking
with her to the hacienda gateway. He was
saying. “— but all that's over, now. With this
new information we have a chance to grat
Febler and question him.”

Something heavy flew through the air. It
hit Karen on the back of her skull, toppling
her forward

From the corner of his eye, just before the
arm tightened on his neck and the naked knife
glittered in the air above his throat, Fallon
saw the huge stone that had dropped the girl
Blood on it and hair . . . a red letter day . . .

The knife came down and stabbed——

Fallon twisted in the mugging grip, fren
ziedly arching his back, driving down with
his legs. He turned his body, got the knife in
the shoulder-lapel of his coat. The knife
drove through, cut into his shoulder. The man
with the arm about his neck was panting,
sobbing with effort

The G-man dropped. He fell straight down
and hit the tiled patio floor. But the mugger
was off-balance, and fell over him.

Fallon whirled and leaped. He parried the
darting dagger with a wrist, slammed a left
fist into the man's face. A beam of moonlight
showed the other's features to the battling
Federal agent. He grinned., “"Mugger Mar-
cotti!"

The Mugger cursed hotly and slammed a
knee at IFallon's jaw.

Fallon rolled free. He brought his right
fist up in a short arc. It hit the Mugger under
the jaw, snapped his head back until it
touched his spine. The Mugger tried to scream
but only a choked gurgle came out of his
battered mouth. He went back and out,

Fallon whirled and knelt beside Karen. His
hand touched the blood on her yellow hair.
“Just a scratch.” he breathed with relief. “But
I'l] take her to a doctor. to make sure.”

Her eyes fluttered open, stared up at him.
She whispered. “What . . , was it?"

He told her. gestured at the unconscious
Mugger. She murmured, “The Mugger, yes.
I've seen pictures of him in Rogue's Gallery!”

Fallon nodded, “This breaks the case for us.
The Mugger is Red Febler's right-hand man,
but he’ll spill if we offer him immunity to
turn State’s evidence!”

Karen's eyes shone brightly. “It's after
midnight, Fallon! Death, Inc. has failed—for
the first time.”

“—— And the Jast time!” Fallon added
grimly. “From this night on there won't be
any Death, Inc. Like all crime and criminals,
it will fold up—because crime never pays!”

The End



present a brand new
and completely different CRIME-FIGHTER.. . §

ouT soon! B
DON'T MISS IT!|

S et il i i T M W G S = =5
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